THE PRO-CONSULS

And in single strength uphold
Wearier hands and hearts acold.

On the stage their act hath framed
For thy sports, O Liberty!

Doubted are they, and defamed
By the tongues their act set free,

While they quicken, tend and raise

Power that must their power displace*

Lesser men feign greater goals,
Failing whereof they may sit

Scholarly to judge the souls
That go down into the pit,

And, despite its certain clay,

Heave a new world towards the day.

These at labour make no sign,
More than planets, tides or years

Which discover God's design,
Not our hopes and not our fears ;